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Bearings, 

and in which none of the Toning Pins go through the 
Iron Plate. . - _ ,. 
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production of a 

MORE REFINED TONE, 
with 
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STANDING LONGER IN TONE, 
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I left hand side of our PatentPlate: . 

DECKER BBQTBEES' PATENT, JUNE, 1868.. 
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We copy the following pleasant jottings of 
travel from the London Musical World. 
They are from the pen of Walter Maynard, 
Esq., and contain matter of interest in all 
departments of art : 

SIGHT-SEEING IN GERMANY. 
" Our unintelligible guide took us to the 
King's Palace, whioh he assured us was the 
"most finest ting in Berlin ;" and perhaps, 
as far as palaces were concerned, he was jus- 
tified in the very superlative manner he 
spoke of it. On our way there we passed 
the Opera-house, a rather shabby building 
in the Linden street, at the top of which 
stands the "most finest ting" just mentioned. 
There was a crowd at the door of the Thea- 
tre, consisting of men in blouses, commis- 
sionaires valet.-) de place,— & strange-looking 
queue they formed, passing in single file 
through the barrier in front of the box-office, 
where the tickets were being distributed. 
The queue is. made tip of speculators who are 
buying tickets to sell again clandestinely at a 
premium. Their traffic is contrary to law, 
and punishable by heavy fines. It is, never- 



theless, a daily praotice in. spite of the pro- 
hibition and penalties imposed. On a board 
outside the theatre are shown the places that 
are still to be had. The crowd on this oooa- 
sion was larger than usual, and recalled to 
mind a Jenny Lind night of times gone by 
at Her Majesty's. Lucca and Niemann, the, 
popular but wornout tenor, were to sing that 
night in Era Diavolo, and the dealers in tio- 
kets were eagerly investing in their contra- 
band stook. I went up to the board, and 
found all the best places had been taken. A 
ticket broker approached, and made signs 
to me to follow him. We walked a short 
distance, and when far enough away from 
the police the fellow pulled a dirty plan of 
the house and a bunoh of tickets ont of his 
pocket. "How muoh for these stalls?" H* 
asked just double that which he had paid for 
them a few minutes since. Seeing that I 
was unwilling to be fleeced to such an ex. 
tent, he proposed that we should meet again 
in the afternoon, when prices might be low. 
er. We parted. I did not keep the appoint- 
ment, but made the valet de place join the 
queue, and get me, as he said he could, good 
places at first cost. Treacherous valet 1 Af- 
ter keeping us waiting half-an-hour till his 
turn came in the queue, he brought out three 
seats in the second tier of boxes. Not know- 
ing the house, and having confidence in out 
guide, I supposed the places would be as he 
described them. What I suffered that even- 
ing is known only to those who have been 
similarly situated. To reach the tier on 
which our places were we had to mount three 
long flights of stairs. At every step the la- 
dies of the party complained, until at last 
when we reached our destination their re- 
monstrances were, though gasping, very hard 
to bear. "Why had I not taken pit stalls ?" 
"Pray wait, ladies, until we are seated, and 
you will be quite satisfied." When in the 
lobby of the second tier the perspiring box- 
keeper of that region took our tickets, and 
opening a box-door, showed us three places, 
just inside the door at the very back of the 
box, from which any view of tho stage was 
quite a fiction, even to a bird's eye ! "Those 
the seats we were to occupy all the' evening ! 
Never ; we will return to the hotel and speak 
to the valet to-morrow morning. It is really 
too bad to be so deceived !" So I thought, 
and quite agreed with my fair friends in all 
their remarks ; but, as every other place in 
the house was filled, I persuaded them to 
hear the first act of Era Diavolo, which they 
agreed to ; and then went home, insisting, I 
am sorry to say, that I was to blame, as much i 
as the valet de pUmffer such an unhappy ter- 
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initiation to their evening's amusement. In- 
deed, I regretted not keeping my appoint- 
ment with the ticket-dealer, and repented the 
bargain I had made as long as we were in the 
theatre, and for a long time after, for I 
wanted to hear more of the Berlin Orches- 
tra, which played the overture as exquisitely 
as it is possible to imagine. Lucca sangthe 
first act very admirably, although the little 
prima donna's performance was not so much 
enjoyed by three of her audience as would 
have been. the case had they been in a grand 
tier box ; but that was not her fault, as the 
severest critic must allow. 

That which we heard and saw of Niemann 
was not very satisfactor y, .It consisted of a 
few bracked^- notes- and-the-top of his head, 
which latter seemed to be well cultivated and 
kept in perfect order by an accomplished 
hair-dresser. 

To return to our sight-seeing during the 
first day in Berlin. 

v We followed the guide to the Schloss. We 
enter the gates and go through the two 
splendid court-yards, .in one of which stands 
Kiss's Amazon, of Great Exhibition associa- 
tion, and come to the entrance of the State 
apartments. Several people are waiting 
there, evidently on the same errand as our- 
selves. We buy tickets of admission, pay- 
ing about Is. each, and presently a dignified- 
looking official comes running down a hill on 
the left of the hall in which we are standing. 
A rope is removed from across the bottom of 
the hill ; we are requested to show our tic- 
kets, asked if they are all for 11 o'clock, and 
then to walk up the winding ascent to the, 
third floor. On the other side of the hall 
there is a stone staircase, constructed after 
the usual fashion, but the way we and, I sup- 
pose, all ordinary mortals have to go, is nei- 
ther more nor less than a very steep hill tol- 
erably well paved with bricks. 

It is a severe trial to the lungs of some of 
us. At last, after a great deal of puffing and 
. blowing we reach the summit, and are then 
ushered into Grand Koom No. 1. The male 
members of the party are requested to put 
their feet into monstrous slippers made of 
cloth, with no soles to them. In these horrid 
shoes, which cover our boots, we go slipping 
and sliding about over the highly-polished 
parquet like so many skaters, in imminent 
danger of getting an awkward fall every 
move we make. It is hard lines, for the la- 
dies are quite as heavily bdoted as some of 
us; indeed, I can answer for one — a very 
fully-developed native Frau — having thicker 
shoes on than any of the men. It is of no 
use that I try to lose my slippers — the castel- 
lan who is showing us over the palace keeps 
his eye upon them, and finds them for me 
every time I leave them behind. The State 
apartments are magnificent^ No room can 
be more splendidly decorated than the so- 
called White Hall, the fittings of which cost, 
it is said, JE120, 000. In the Ritter Saal is the 
throne, and a side-board covered with mas- 
sive gold and silver plate, one of the centre- 
pieces being a tankard of colossal propor- 
tions, large enough to hold a vat of beer. 
The myriads of wax tapers in the gorgeous 
chandeliers must have an extraordinary effect 
when lighted, and reflected by the innumera- 
ble mirrors which line the walls. From the 
Bitter Saal through more splendid rooms to 
the chapel, a modern structure completed in 
1854. The decorator and upholsterer have 
been too busy in this house of prayer. In 
such a temple it would seem impossible for 
mortal man to have anything to pray for, 



and certainly very little humility when doing 
so. The chapel contains some good paint- 
ings by modern artists, of subjects taken 
from Holy Writ, and portraits of members of 
the Boyai family. But the paintings are as 
much interfered with, as must be all devo- 
tional feeling, by the glitter of the gold and 
gaudy colors all around. 

If you have not seen this Berlin Palace 
and the Boyal Residences at Potsdam you 
may still cherish the old notion that German 
princes compared with other princes of the 
world are something akin to German silver 
in its relation to the old metal. But experi- 
ence will quickly remove the false impression, 
and, moreover, convince the proudest Briton 
that, as far as princely dwellings are con- 
cerned, his native land has nothing to show 
as a set-off against the homes of Royalty to 
be found in Germany. From the castles, 
palaces, shooting-boxes, town and country 
mansions I have seen lately in Fatherland, I 
am inclined to believe that titled people on 
the Continent, generally, are better housed 
and lead a more delightful life than our no- 
bility at home; the buildings they inhabit 
are more' spacious and comfortable; and 
themselves more simple and social in their 
manners and customs than is possible under 
the strict regime observed by their English 
brethren. " What !" exclaims the patriotic 
Mrs. Bull, " can the foreigners boast of any- 
thing finer than Windsor Castle or the Tower 
of London ?" Yes, indeed, my dear madam, 
and if you will listen to lhe for a few minutes 
you will acknowledge they can. We won't 
mention the Tower, if .you please, for that, I 
fancy, is quite unique in its ugliness and the 
wretched way in which it is kept; but, taking 
Windsor Castle as your favorite standard of 
excellence, I will tell you of one or two Royal 
dwellings similar to it in character, which 
excel the old English stronghold in beauty 
of exterior and luxury as places of abode. 

We went from Berlin to Potsdam the next 
day and visited Babelsberg, the country 
quarters of the King of Prussia— a charming 
bijou castle, standing on the brow of a hill 
overlooking the valley through which runs 
the river Havel. The old lady in charge of 
the place showed us over the castle, and was 
most communicative on all subjects connected 
with her Royal master. She regretted that 
the flowers were all gone, for the parterres 
(cunningly laid out so as to seem to commu- 
nicate with the rooms through the windows 
of which they are seen) were so beautiful in 
summer time. The rooms though small are 
most luxuriously furnished. The Queen has 
her own suite of apartments and a pretty 
yard especially for her amusement. The 
Imperial fowls, strutting about their aviary, 
looked up in vain for contributions which, 
not having any bread in our pockets, we were 
unable to give. There's the large turret in- 
habited by Humboldt and now used asa study 
by one of the princes. The King's bed- 
room is the most simply fitted-np room in 
the house; we found the photographs of all 
the family on his dressing-table. In his study 
adjoining, the inkstands, paper weights, and 
other small objects, are made of the metal of 
cannon and rifles -taken during the seven 
weeks' war of last year. Each bears a par- 
ticular date, the majority having that of July 
3d, 1866, engraved upon them — the date of 
the fight at Konigsgratz. The housekeeper 
showed us a large arm-chair and a sort of 
pianoforte stool, on which Bismarck and the 
King sit respectively when in a consultation. 
The telegram papers and envelopes lying 



scattered about the writing-table might be 
turned to account by a speculator in the rise 
and fall of funds, if he knew how to use 
them, and had no fear of punishment in do- 
ing so. Passing through a corridor lined 
with stags' heads and hunting trophies innu- 
merable of the King, we. came to the apart- 
ments of the Crown Prince and our Princess 
Victoria. Vie Hebe, gute Prinzessin, as the 
housekeeper called her,- is immensely popular 
in the land of her adoption. 

The rooms of the happy pair in Babelsberg 
are always kept ready for their reception, but 
rarely used. The new palace in Potsdam is 
at present the country residence of the Crown 
Prince. It has been put in thorough repair 
by the King at the request of his august 
daughter-in-law, to whom nothing is denied 
by her foster-parent. Leaving Babelsberg 
and the loquacious Castellanerin we drove , 
through the Russian village of eleven houses, 
and passed the lordly dwelling of Prince Karl. 
Looking across the lawn, on which storks, 
herons, and other strange birds were plumiug 
their feathers- in the sunshine, we saw the 
Prince at lunch with some friends, who, our 
guide told us, were on a shooting visit to 
their entertainer. Then to Sans Souci, 
where the Queen Dowager lives. . Ttfe ap- 
proaches to the residence were zealously 
guarded by sentries posted at every corner 
to prevent the possibility of the grounds be- 
ing invaded by straugers. All we could see 
of the celebrated Palace was the picture gal- 
lery, up and down which Frederick the Great 
used to promenade with Voltaire at his side. . 
The pictures are mostly inferior works of 
art, and it is as well that they are not of much 
value, for the front light would destroy the 
effect of the finest paintings in the world.: It 
is almost impossible to distinguish any of the 
subjects, except at a great distance, so strong 
is the glare and so badly are the pictures 
hung. By great persuasion, the intendant 
was induced to allow one of the party to look 
at the graves of the Great Frederick's dogs 
and favorite horse. They are buried at the 
end of the principal terrace, which, as an 
Irishman might say, "fronts the back of the 
palace. It was on this terrace that the 
monarch was-wheeled in an arm-chair shortly 
before his death. According to the popular 
description of his last moments, he died 
there staring at the sun, and his last request 
was that he should be buried among his fa- 
vorites. Carlyle's laconic account of Frede- 
rick's death differsfrom this version of his 
decease. In Berlin, in the Bijou Palace, 
they show a ghastly mask of the dead King, 
the eyes of which are wide open as when he 
died. 

From Sans Souci to the Orangerie, a 
splendid Grecian temple, approached by 
several flights of steps leading to broad ter- 
races, three in number. Copies of all Ra- 
phael's works are kept here, and in each wing 
of the building are magnificent suites of 
apartments, at times occupied by some of the 
Royal family. 

Then to the new palace, the Schloss, and 
other Royal abodes in Potsdam. _ .■•■...; 

The French church is the most interesting , 
of all buildings to. be seen at Potsdam. 

From the outside it is a strange-looking, 
one-sided edifice, but very picturesque and 
simple within. Here, in a small chapel ad- 
joining the chancel, is the coffin containing ' 
"the remains of the boy prince, who died last 
year. The Princess Victoria, when in Pots- 
dam, visits the chapel daily, passing some 
time in solitude and meditation by the side 
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of heir deceased offspring. The coffin is 
placed on an altar, and was strewn with 
fading flowers when we saw it. No one is 
allowed to enter the chapel, but it can be 
viewed through the iron gates by which it is 
enclosed. TJnderneath the French church is 
the coffin, also above ground, in which is the 
body of the late King. It rests in a small 
apartment, and by its side is a chair for the 
. use of the Dowager Queen, who comes every 
day from Sans Souci to the chapel. - 

The time passed quickly in such sight see- 
ing as that we had in Potsdam. It was six 
o'clock and dark before we returned to the 
railway station, where had been ordered 
dinner at the restaurant. And a very rich 
dinner we had, quite in keeping with the rich 
sights we had seen. It was certainly the 
most substantial part of the whole day's pro- 
ceeding, if not the most satisfactory. The 
dishes were numberless and difficult to digest, 
the wine decidedly bad. The waiters match- 
ed both, being numerous and given to cheat- 
ing. 

[N.B. — Never dine at the Potsdam Eestau- 
rant if you wish to preserve your health, and 
keep your temper.] 

Gusammenwickelung. There's a word for 
you ! Pray, Mr. Compositor, Header, or 
Editor, spell it correctly before giving it to 
the world. Walter Maynabd. 

[TO BE CONTINUED.] 



SINGERS AND SINGING.— No. 1. 



Let not the art pi singing be compared 
with that of simple declamation ; for, out 
of a hundred persons capable of declaiming 
~well, scarcely two will be found capable of 
singing passably. The following qualifica- 
tions are requisite : 1st, a voice at once so- 
norous, flexible and agreeable, and of a sufli- 
cient and equal compass ; 2d, a lively sensi- 
bility ; 3d, an exquisite taste ; 4th, a good 
school, or method ; 5th, organs of hearing 
sufficiently exercised, and possessed of su- 
perior delicacy. Bare, indeed, it is to find 
all these qualities united in the same indi- 
vidual ; and frequently do we meet with 
those, who make pretence to the name of 
singers, that are destitute of nearly the 
whole of these. How many compositions 
are sacrificed to an execution devoid of del- 
icacy, taste and feeling ; in a word, of eve- 
rything calculated to charm and interest. 
' There is a manner of execution, which, if 
the tradition of it could be preserved and 
followed by successive singers, would ex- 
clude every other." The celebrated Madame 
Tosi would be the singer of every age ; other 
methods aro ephemeral, and pass away like 
other fashions. But, unfortunately, it is 
impossible to retain this tradition, which, 
could it be transmitted, would serve as a 
standard for aH' future singers. As it is, 
there is on i manner of singing in Italy, an- 
other in France, and a third in Germany. 
In Italy, the true method of singing is still 
preserved to a certain degree, though the 
present mode is different from what it was 
formerly ; its best schools begin to degene- 
rate. Iu France, they still scream more 
thau they sing ; in Germany, they do both 
the one and the other ; and, it has been re- 
marked, that though they do not scream 
very strongly, yet, still, they do not sing 
very correctly, 

From the time of AUegri, Leo and Du- 
rante, to that of Hasse and" Handel, the 
manner of singing' was "at -once simple, 



touching and grand. The singer seldom 
ventured to employ any other ornaments 
than the appogiatura, the trill, and a few 
other passing embellishments, till he came 
to the point d'orgue at the close of the air, 
when he considered himself on his own do- 
main. The composers of this period had, 
at least, as much share in the success of an 
air as the singer. After this epoch things 
took another turn ; and, instead of singing 
in this simple and faithful manner, they be-" 
gan'to ornament everything. The compo- 
sers became the slaves of the singers, and, 
in process of time, were considered alto- 
gether out of the question. All the compo- 
sers had to do was to get up a kind of skele- 
ton airs, which the singers took upon them- 
selves to animate and color by their manner 
of embellishing them. Novelty is always 
attractive, not to say seductive. The public 
were far from imagining what an injury they 
were doing to music by lavishing such ill- 
judged apjalause upon airs of this kind ; for 
that is the period from which we may date 
the decline of art in Italy. 

But, cannot the composer who makes an 
air of this kind, himself compose the em- 
bellishments, and conduct it upon a richer 
harmony, and with more varied modulation ? 
Yes, if -be be composing instrumental mu- 
sic ; but I caution him to be upon his guard 
if he is writing for the voice. In the first 
place, a composer is not a singer, strictly 
speaking ; what he would compose for his 
voice, or with his voice, may not suit either 
the talent or voice of a skillful singer. Pre- 
sci-ibed ornaments are sure to be almost 
always ill-executed. In a singer of talent 
embellishments are generally the result 
of inspirations of the moment, which is 
infinitely more effective than anything that 
the study and researches of the composer 
can produce. The singer adapts them to 
the nature and compass of his voice, and 
modifies them according to his feelings and 
impulses of tlTe moment ; all these consid- 
erations must be necessarily neglected where 
embellishments are written by the composer. 



'THE LAY OF THE TROUT." 



Une piece de circonstance. 



Dbesden. — At the grand concert given in 
celebration of the King's birth-day, among 
other pieces performed was Herr W. West- 
meyer's Visions of Napoleon I. at St. Helena, 
a work dedicated to the Emperor of the 
French, who has rewarded the composer 
with the large gold Imperial medal. The 
composer hitherto belonged to the conserva- 
tive school, but in this instance he has fol- 
lowed, for the first time, the path pursued 
by Berlioz and Liszt. He has drawn up 
a programme conveying to us the visionary 
train of thought passing through the mind 
of the Imperial captive. It runs something 
to this effect : It is evening. Plunged in 
melancholy reflections, the Emperor is sit- 
ting alone at his favorite .spotrin the island. 
His thoughts wander back ; pictures of his 
great past glory, splendor and power flit be- 
fore his mind. * His mother and son appear 
to him ; the hosts of his faithful warriors 
defile before him. At length his melancholy 
is dispelled by the voice of his good Genius, 
who says : "You have given the history of 
the world a new direction, etc., but your 
race shall not perish ; it shall continue to 
flourish with greater magnificence than 
ever." The work was admirably executed 
and well received. 

Wiesbaden. — M, Gounod's Romeo und 
Julie has been produced, but does not seem 
likely to become veiy popular. 



[Translated from the Troutto Dialect by 
Abihub Matthibon.] 

Who, when I sportive flapp'd my tail, 
And glided on my watery trail, 
Threw nets around my scaly mail ? 

Delmonioo 1 

Confiding, hapless, speckled trout, 
Without a fear, without a doubt, 
Who, oh ye fishes, drew me out ? 

Delmonioo 1 

Who tore me from my placid Pa, 
My finny friends, my' fishy Ma, 
Who triumph'd, laugh'd the loud ha 1 ha ? 

Delmonioo ! 

Who in a basket pack'd me tight, 
Who bore me off at dead of night, 
JThou knowest now, it was not right ? 

Delmonioo I 

True Ctesar, though 'mid cooks he be, 
False seizer he you see sir-ee, 
Who out of season season'd me ? 

Delmonico I 

Who fried me a la quelque chose, 
Who made me pleasant to the nose ? 
'Twas thou ! the author of my woes ! 

Delmonico ! 

Who for a "General" dress'd his prize, 
But hid the deed from "general" eyes, 
Though "Royal" eyes now realize ? 

Delmonico ! 

Now realize that such a "plat " 
May hopes of future entrees mar, 
Besides what taste ! e'en thou say'st "pahl" 

Delmonico I 

Thou sayest "Pah"parddn thy wish, 
For fishing one of/JsAous fish, 
For this most injurfi's/tous dish ! 

Delmonico 1 

Appeased are men, thou 'st bent the knee. 
But fins all flap in lake or sea, 
And Fishdom's eye is fix'd on thee 1 

Delmonico ! 

And as to me, though I am dead, 

My trouticide be on thy head 1 

Hear, oh Fish Spoiler ! hear with dread; 

My ghost each night upon thy bed, 

Shall pond'rous prowl a fish of lead I 

And spectral fish by me there led, 

Shall grisly dance around thy bedstead ! 

Till vengeance be satisfied ! 

Delmonico ! Delmonioo ! 

Chorus of justly indignant, out of season, 
and troutraged trout : 

Delmonico 1 Delmonico I 

Delmonioo ! 



Genoa. — Meyberbeer's Prophete has been 
most successfully revived at the Teatro Carlo 
Felice, where it had not been played for 
several years. La Favorila was to be the 
next opera produced. 

Cobubo. — The operatic company have left 
for Gotha. The season has afforded much 
gratification to the public. 

Hanoveb. — Shakspere's Julius Casarhon 
been performed with all Dr. Hans von Bil- 
low's music. 



